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" I knoWj that may surprise you, but that's where Tin
going, and what's more you're coming too/5
"Me?"
" Yes, you. Why not ? We shall get a lift part of the
way, if we're lucky. After all, what else is there to do ?"
" But why Aberdeen ? "
" Listen, chum. I've got a sister in Aberdeen. She won'f
let me down. She'll look after us for a bit, and maybe we'll
pick up something there. Who knows ? Anyway, there's
nothing to keep us in London."
That was true enough.
" All right," I said.   " I'm game.   Do we start now? *
" Immediately, if not sooner," and Peter gave force to
his decision by quickening his pace, as though it were a
matter of half an hour's walk.
But we were in luck. A lorry^answered Peter's call, and
the driver said he could take us as far as Bedford. We
jumped in. Not only did we get this lift out of town, but the
driver bought us some tea and buns, and threw in a packet
of cigarettes before he left us.
" That's very nice," I said, " but what do we do now
and where do we sleep to-night ? "
Luckily these questions of mine had no worries for my
friend. He remained quite unmoved and was always ready
with an answer.
" Ask that old boy where the local is," he said,
"The local what?"
" The local* lump,' you fathead 1"
I strolled across the road and accosted an elderly man,
who wanted to know what we were doing and where we
were going. All I could say was " Aberdeen," which I
know didn't sound very convincing,                               .,
" I think you two gentlemen had better come along
with me."
I collected Peter and I imagined that we were being taiea
ta the man's house. In a sense that was true, but it wasn't
the kind of house I expected. We stopped at the police?
station I Our guide turned out to be an officer in
clothes.